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ITOTEI- 


The  whole  of  this  report  is  a  more  transcription  of  the 
notes  taken  by  a  member  of  the  press  of  this  city  whilo 
attending  the  Convention.  Nothing  has  been  added — nothing 
taken  away. 

In  the  afternoon  session  of  the  second  day  of  the  Con- 
vention, September  9th,  Mr.  Wells  occupied  an  hour  in 
explaining  his  mode  of  Sunday  school  teaching,  by  means  of 
exercises  on  the  blackboard,  which  possesses  the  advanta,ge  of, 
not  only  retaining  the  attention  of  the  children  but  also  of 
calling  in  the  power  of  sight  to  aid  their  memory  by  the 
dissociating  of  what  they  heard  with  what  they  see.  Tho 
following  is  an  exact  representation  of  the  diagrams  sketched 
by  him  on  the  blackboard  on  this  occasion,  and  the  accom- 
panying report  will  be  found  to  present  an  accurate  idea  of 
what  was  intended  to  be  conveyed.  The  exercises  of  the 
model  infant  class  at  a  later  period  in  the  day  are  reported 
verbatim.  r?/2_  ' 
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BLACKBOARD  EXERCISES. 


TEACHING  BY  SIGHT. 
Mr.  Wells  expatiated  at  some  length  on  the  advantages  of 
teaching  oy  sight  over  mere  oral  instruction,  especially  in 
the  case  of  an  infant  class,  who  required  things  to  be  remem- 
bered, to  he  placed  before  them.  "  On  an  afternoon  like  the 
present,"  he  said,  (there  was  a  dri/.zling  rain  outside)  "  with 
a  full  attendance  of  scholars,  I  said  I  Avanted  them  to  try 
their  hands  at  poetry.  I  gave  them  a  line — writing  it  on  the 
blackboard — "  I  must  not  go  out ;  and  asked  the  question- 
when  ? "  Pretty  soon  a  little  fellow  called  out  "  when  the 
weather  is  wet."  This  also  went  down.  I  then  asked  for 
another  line  to  ryhme  with  wety  and  received  for  an  answer 
"  I  must  not  fret."  And  so  we  went  through  the  different 
phases  of  the  weather  till  we  had  something  like  the  follow- 
ing on  the  blackboard  : — 

"  When  the  weather  is  wet,  I  must  not  fret, 
.  When  the  weather  is  dry,  I  must  not  cry, 

When  the  weather  is  cold,  I  must  not  scold, 
When  the  weather  is  warm,  I  must  do  no  hami."  > 

This  was  written  down,  and  repeated  till  they  almost  sang 

it,  so  well  did  they  recollect  it.  .  I  then  gave  them  the  lino 

(without  writing  it,  however), 

,  "  Be  happy  together 

WIrttever  the  weather." 

I  then  rubbed  oif  all  I  had  written  on  the  board,  and  asked 

them  to  repeat  it,  which  they  all  did  in  concert,  but  on  coming 

to  the  last  lines,  every  voice  stopped — not  one  could  repeat  it. 

They  remembered  they  first  part  because  they  had  seen  it^  and 

forgot  the  other  which  they  had  not  seen.     Such  la  the  powei* 

of  the  eye.  ,  - 
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BLACKBOARD  LESSON. 
To  illnstrato  tliis,  Mr  Wells  thought  ho  could  not  do  hotter 
than  take  his  lust  Sabhath  afternoon's  lesson.  The  speaker 
then  made  the  following  sketch,  and,  in  the  course  of  his 
remarks,  filled  uj)  the  lower  columns  which  were  left  blank 
at  the  commencement  of  the  lesson.  He  purposely  wrote 
the  eighth  commandment — the  subject  of  the  lesson,  as  repre- 
sented, to  induce  the  scholars  to  examine  and  find  the  proper 
wording  of  it. 

EIOHTH    COMMANDMENT. 

Dost  thou  Steal  ? 


COMMON    WAYS. 


Milk, 

Knanil--, 
Goil'si  Time. 


FiiKlinjr, 
I'lay, 
IJarfiainf,  &c. 


CAUSES. 


Ifrnoianco, 

Covf^tousnt'ss. 


uKM(a)]r. 


Tlinu  God  socst  mo. 


Questioning,  he  Siiid,  is  the  great  point  with  children  ; 
you  must  question  a  losHon  first  into  a  class,  and  then  ques- 
tion it  out  of  them.  Ifuving  got  the  three  headings  written, 
I  asked  for  some  of  the  common  ways  of  stealing,  and  imme- 
diately hands  go  up  here  and  th^in;  Kbovving  an  answer  ready. 
Thy  first  1  got  was  from  a  little  t'llow  who  said  lie  knew  a 
boy  that  was  sent  for  a  pitcher  of  milk,  and  on  tlie  way  home 
drank  hali'of  it,  and  tluii  winfc  to  the  pump  and  pumj.ed  it  up 
Jail.  Tiiat  waii  very  wrong,  and  certainly  was  stealing  1  said, 
and  so  I  wrote  down  tlie  word  milic  in  staring  white  letters, 
and  noticed,  at  the  same  time,  certain  sly  nudges  of  the  elbows 
and  telegraphic  winks  passing  through  the  room,  which  seemed 
to  hint  it  was  not  an  isolated  case. 

The  next  answer  was  "  fishing  lessons,"  which,  when  ex- 
plained, was  understood  to  mean  copying  ofi^  each  other's 
slates.  I  wrote  down  "  lessons"  and,  while  doing  so,  did  not 
JBul  to  observe  a  renewal  of  the  telegraphic  signals. 
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The  third  answer  was  "stealing  time.''  This  was  explained 
be  looking  in  the  shop  windows,  or  playing  on  the  road  when 
sent  on  a  message.     Down  went  "errands." 

The  fourth  way  was  "  stealing  God's  time."  How  was  that? 
"Playing  on  Sunday,  Sir."  So  I  wrote  on  the  black-board, 
"  God's  time." 

The  fifth  was  "borrowing  books  and  forgetting  to  send  them 
back."  After  speaking  on  this  a  little  while,  I  said,  "is  there 
anything  else  you  borrow  and  forget  to  send  back — on  a  day 
like  this,  for  instance?"  "Umbrellas"  was  the  universal 
answer.     I  set  down  "  B.  Books." 

The  next  way  was,  "  finding  things."  "  What!  If  I  don't 
know  where  it  is.  I  can  keep  it,  can't  I  ?"  "  Yes  Sir."  Ah, 
no  I  my  dear  children,  yon.  should  first  try  jill  you  can  to  find 
whose  it  is.  A  little  girl  then  left  her  seat,  came  up  to  me, 
and  drawing  a  ring  oft"  her  finger,  said  "  Here  is  a  ring^  Sir,  I 
found  last  week." 

Another  way  of  stealing  was,  "  in  playing."  Several  in- 
stances of  cheating  in  play,  were  given  by  the  scholars,  and  I 
told  them  of  two  little  boys,  one  of  whom  had  a  beautiful 
model  of  a  full-rigged  ship,  with  every  cord,  pulley,  and  sail 
complete  ;the  other,  a  sharp  little  fellow,  had  a  new  coat  with 
some  bright  brass  buttons  on  it.  The  boy  that  owned  the 
ship  admired  the  buttons  of  the  other,  while  he,  in  his  turn, 
desired  the  ship.  Accordingly,  he  ollcred  him  the  buttons 
and  a  penny  (all  the  money  he  had,)  for  the  ship  ;  which,  the 
the  owner  of  the  ship,  ignorant  of  its  value,  eagerly  accepted. 
Now,  the  ship  was  worth  more  than  ten  times  as  much  as  the 
penny  and  the  buttons,  as  he  well  knew.  What  would  God  call 
that?  The  answer  came  very  low  and  quietly,  "  stole."  I  then 
wrote  down  "bargains." 

This  list  might  be  varied  or  extended  indefinitely.  Some 
steal  without  knowing  it;  others,  from  coveteousness,  etc., 
and  so  we  get  the  second  column — the  causes  of  stealing. 
Then  comes  the  remedy — to  remember  the  text,  "Thou  God 
seestme ;"  and,  finally,  the  lesson  drawn, — To  serve  God  alway. 
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Such  is  a  general  sketch  of  one  of  these  lessons,  of  course, 
improved  and  made  as  entertaining  and  instructive  as  may  be 
in  the  teachors  power. 

Another  very  good  subject  might  bo  "Envy,"  coupled  with 
the  text  "  For  envy  they  dcliv(!r  Him." 

STANDING  TEXTS. 

A  very  powerful  inllucncc  tor  good  is  found  in  keeping 
some  prominent  text,  kucIi  us,  "  Almost  thou  pursuadcat  me 
to  be  a  Christian,"  written  without  comment,  on  the  bhick- 
board,  for,  perhaps,  six  mouths  in  the  year.  Mr.  Wells  re- 
counted the  case  of  a  scholar  of  his,  who  attributed  her  con- 
version almost  entirely  to  the  inlluence  of  the  above  text,  as  it 
silently  and  continuously  {)ri;scnted  itself  to  her  gaz(;  every 
time  she  entered  the  Sabbath  school.  Its  inlluence  gradually 
became  so  powerful  thai  the  words  seemed  to  meet  her  every- 
where;  and  a  voice  within  seemed  to  say,  ''Why  not?" 
"Why  not?"  Why  are  you  not  a  Christian ?  And  she  could 
obtain  no  peace  until  she  had  given  her  heart  to  God  ;  and 
she  now  blesses  that  text  and  the  lesson  it  taught  her. 

In  his  black-board  lessons,  he  did  not  disdain  the  use  of 
coloured  crayons  for  his  writing  and  drawing,  (he  did  the  lat- 
ter on  the  preceeding  Saturday  evening,)  as  he  believed  every 
innocent  allurement  should  be  employed  to  inljrest  and 
retain  the  attention  of  children,  without  which,  the  best  les- 
son (otherwise)  would  be  in  vain. 

In  connection  with  the  text,  "Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my 
feet  and  a  light  unto  my  path,"  he  drew  the  outline  of  a 
Syrian  lamp,  shedding  abroad  its  rays,  represented  by  coloured 
crayons,  thus  :— 


M  an  introduction  to  the  beautiful  hymn, 
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'  "  FFdw  wond'rous  is  tlio  Book  Divino; 

By  inspiration  Kivou  I 
Hrifrlit  as  a  lam))  its  toacliiiijzs  sliiijo  ; 
And  points  tlu!  sonl  to  heaven." 

The  apeakor  naid  ho  had  hit«dy  turned  [trintcr,  iind  wr(»to 
down  tlie  hymnn  to  he  hiurned  and  sunjj:,  in  lettevK  of  two  or 
three  inchoH  in  len^tl),  wliich  were  visible!,  at  once,  to  as  many  as 
fifteen  hunched  chihlrcn.  Mr.  WellH  interspersiul  nnnierous 
anccdotcH,  with  liis  reniuiks  on  tliis  ,sul)Je('t,  one  of  wliieh  we 
give: — A  little  hoy  and  girl,  Johnny  and  Mary,  were  wonder- 
ing liow  the  Bible  came  to  them.  '-Mary,"  says  Johnny, 
"  how  do  you  suppose  th(;  Bible  got  here?''  "  Perluips  (Jod 
throwed  it  dcw:i,"  "No  he  did'nt  'cause  the  coiners  would 
get  bent,  and  see  how  straight  they  are,"  (showing  u,  ncAV  bible 
he  had.)  "I  guess  he  spoked  it."'  No,  you  could'nt  hear,  up 
where  he  always  is."  At  last,  Mary  said,  I've  got  it  now  ; 
God  put  it  into  men\H  thinks.'''  And  I  think  they  have  got  the 
right  way  of  it. 

But,  to  return  to  the  lamp,  one  time  I  sprinkled  it  over  with 
isinglass,  (it  cost  me  a  whole  half  hour  to  make  it  on  the  pro- 
ceeding afternoon,)  so  that  the  light  would  glance  on  it  when  it 
struck  it.  I  drew  four  rays  from  the  light,  one  of  which  ex- 
tended over  a  hill,  to  show  that  it  reached  a  long  way  |  and 
marked  the  rays  with  letters  1 — a — m — p  separately,  to  show 
that  it  was  a  lighted  lamp,  always  fitted,  marvellous,  and 
powerful. 

At  another  time,  I  drew  a  figure,  thus  : — 
and  asked  them  what  it  was  ;  a  tombstone, 
they  answered.  Yes,  I  said,  but  can  you 
tell  what  those  letters  I.  W.  stand  for? 
There  was  a  long  pause.  It  stands  for  "  I^^^IB 
will,"  said  a  little  fellow.  A  very  good  sentiment,  said  I, 
and  when  you  have  something  to  do  say  that,  act  upon  it,  and 
you  will  succeed ;  but  in  this  case  it  stands  for  something 
else.  At  last,  a  little  girl  said  that  it  stood  for  "Watts." 
That'g  it  my  child ;  it  is  the  tombstone  and  those  are  the 


fS%^, 
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initials,  or  first  letters  of  the  name  of  Isaac  Watts,  who  wroU 
80  many  of  the  beautiful  hymns  you  sing,  and  those  are  the 
letters  you  see  at  the  bottom  of  them.  I  then  told  them  of 
his  burying  place,  and  of  the  simple  monument  that  points  it 
out.  Arf^  this  served  ns  an  introduction  to  his  beautiful 
hymn,  beginning : —       >  "^ 

"  My  Saviour,  my  A!  mighty  Friend." 
Mr.  Wells  then  went  into  some  length,  on  the  mode  of 
teaching.  He  thought  it  was  a  very  great  mistake,  to  spend 
so  much  time  and  labor  in  individual  teaching,  for  it  is  often 
labor  thrown  away.  While  the  teacher  is  engaged  with  one 
scholar,  the  remainder  of  the  class  are  talking,  or  thinking  on 
irrelevent  subjects.  Children  should  also  be  questioned  and 
encouraged  in  their  turn  to  ask  questions.  Home  visitation 
was  another  im])ortant  item  in  the  progress  of  the  Sunday 
school.  He  related  his  adventures,  in  search  of  scholars,  to 
form  his  first  Sunday  class ;  how  he  entered  a  house  where 
there  were  five  children,  and  with  what  diffidence  he  approach- 
ed them  ;  finally  he  noticed  one  playing  with  a  kitten  on  the 
hearth,  when  he  ventured  to  ask  if  that  was  his,  and  what 
tricks  it  could  perform,  then  alluding  to  a  famous  tortoise- 
shell  kitten  he  had  at  home  ;  he  invited  the  little  fellow  to 
visit  him  and  see  it.  He  got  into  the  good  graces  of  the 
other  by  fixing  the  belly-band  of  his  kite,  which  would  not 
fiy  properly  ;  and  by  thus  descending  to  the  level  of  the 
children,  and  interesting  himself  in  their  little  amusements, 
he  finally  succeeded  in  getting  the  promise  of  the  mother  to 
send  the  whole  five  to  his  class.  Much  can  be  done  in  this 
way  ;  much  more  than  can  be  believed  until  it  is  tried. 


I=J^I^T  II. 


THE    INFANT    CLASS. 

In  the  evening,  an  experimental  in  .'ant  class  was  collected 
for  Mr.  Wells,  consisting  of  about  thirty  little  hoys  and  girls, 
apparently  from  four  to  ten  years  of  age,  and  drawn  from  the 
different  Sabbath  schools  of  the  city.  He  was  introduced  to 
them  in  the  basement  of  the  church,  and  they  were  committed 
to  his  care,  for  a  few  minutes,  previous  to  tlie  lesson,  for  the 
purpose  of  getting  acquainted  with  them  a  id  inspiring  them 
with  confidence  in  him. 

About  lialf-past  seven  the  little  class  took  their  seats  on 
the  platform,  whicli  had  been  provided  for  them,  in  front  of 
the  pulpit,  and  before  a  house  filled  to  its  utmost  capacity. 
After  a  few  kind,  genial  words  to  tlie  children,  he  asked  them 
to  repeat  a  little  prayer  after  him,  in  short  phrases.  It  was, 
this  : —  ^ 

''  Dear  Saviour,  how  loving  thou  art  to  come  so  far  and 
suffer  so  much  for  a  little  child  like  me.  Oh!  can  I  help 
loving  Thee  ?  Yes,  blessed  Jesus  ;  my  heart  is  hard  ;  I  often 
sin.  Oh  help  me  to  love  Thee  dearly,  and  show  it  in  my  life 
by  trying  to  keep  Thy  commandments.  Help  me  in  my 
school  ;  help  me  in  my  home  ;  help  me  with  brother  and 
sister ;  help  me  toward  my  dear  parents,  ever  to  show  myself 
a  little  christian  child.  Bless  the  poor  little  lildren  who 
do  not  go  to  Sabbath  school — whose  fathers  and  mothers  nover 
tell  them  of  Jesus'  love.  May  I  love  to  tell  them,  and  tiy  to 
show  them  what  a  dear  Saviour  Jesus  is.  BIp  s  the  city 
where  I  live.  Oh  dear  Jesus !  may  all  the  people  I  )ve  Thee — 
even  those  that  never  heard  the  story  of  Jesus  when  they 
were  young.     Now  dear  Saviour,  when  we  open  Thy  blessed 
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Book  help  us  to  listen — although  a  man  speaks,  wilt  thou 
speak  to  him,  and  give  him  some  message  for  me.  Hear  me, 
dear  Jesus,  and  hless  me ;  and  when  I  get  to  Heaven  I  will 
praise  Thee  for  ever.     Amen. 

The  clear  silvery  tinkle  of  the  infantino  voices  as  they 
followed  their  teacher  in  these  simple  words  which  they  all 
understood,  their  evident  interest  subdued  by  his  manner 
produced  a  powerful  and  lasting  impression  on  all  who  heard 
them. 

He  then  led  them  in  the  hymn, 

"  What  aro  those  soul  revivinj;  strains  P"  - 

After  which  he  made  them  sing  it  alone,  which  they  did 
admirably,  every  voice  engaging  with  a  will,  their  eyes  fixed 
on  their  teacher  as  his  kind  benevolent  smile  indicated  his 
pleasure  and  interest  in  them.  At  its  conclusion,  he  asked 
if  they  could  tell  what  the  word  "  Hosanna,"  which  they  had 
sung  in  the  chorus,  meant.  Receiving  no  answer  he  said  he 
would  tell  them.  A  poor  little  Irish  girl,  he  said,  came  to  a 
missionary  meeting  many  years  ago.  She  wanted  to  get 
something  for  Jesus,  and  had  made  a  little  bookmark.  When 
she  came  in,  he  noticed  on  one  side  of  her  bonnet  a 
little  piece  of  pink  ribbon,  but  the  other  side  was  gone.  I 
asked,  "  What  did  you  take  it  off  for  ?  "  "  For  the  bookmark 
Sir  ;  I  could  not  get  it  anywhere  else,"  she  replied.  On  the 
bookmark  she  had  worked  the  words,  "  Lord  Save."  I  asked 
her  why  she  had  chosen  these  two  words  ;  and  she  said  it  was 
her  little  prayer  that  she  said  to  Jesus  every  day  many  times, 
"  Lord  save."  Now  that  is  just  what  Hosanna  means.  I  told 
it  to  a  gentleman  who  had  a  large  class  of  sixteen  young 
ladies,  and  he  said  let  me  take  the  bookmark,  and  he  went 
and  told  the  story  to  them,  and  said  he  thought  that  none  of 
them  had  ever  put  up  that  prayer  in  their  lives.  What 
followed  ?  Nine  of  those  young  ladies  burst  into  tears,  and 
professed  afterwards  to  love  Jesus,  all  through  the  work  of 
this  little  girl.  Oh !  how  much  one  little  girl  may  do  for 
Jesus  if  she  only  has  a  heart  to  love  him  I     And  when  you 
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sing  "  Hosanna,"  "  Hoaanna,"  out  in  the  Park  to-morrow, 
remember  that  it  means  this  little  girl's  prayer,  "  Save  novr ; 
Save  me  now."  .  ..; 

THE   LESSON. 

Mr.  Wells  then  read  the  2l8t,  22nd,  and  23rd  verses  of  the 
12th  chapter  of  Exodus  : — "  Then  Moses  called  for  all  the 
Elders  of  Israel,  and  said  unto  them  :  '  Draw  out  and  take  you 
a  lamb  according  fo  your  families  and  kill  the  passover,  and 
ye  shc'iU  take  a  burch  of  hyssop  and  dip  it  in  the  blood  that  is 
in  the  basin,  and  strike  the  lintel  and  the  two  side  posts  with 
the  blood  that  is  in  the  basin,  and  none  of  you-shall  go  out  of 
the  door  of  the  house  until  the  morning  For  the  Lord  will 
pass  through  to  smite  the  Egyptians ;  and  when  he  seeth  the 
blood  upon  the  lintel  and  upon  the  two  side  posts,  the  Lord 
will  pass  over  the  door,  and  will  not  suffer  the  destroyer  to 
come  in  unto  your  houses  to  smite  you.'  " 

I  will  take  this  little  passage.  There  wiL  be  three  things 
in  it  which  I  will  put  down  on  the  blackboard  :  '      , 


The  Story. 
The  Meaning. 
The  Lesson. 


The  Passover. 
Christ  our  Passover. 
He  is  Sacrificed  for  us. 


The  children  spelled  and  read  the  above  as  written. 
Q.  What  time  did  the  Lord  say  He  would  come  ? 
A.  Midnight. 

Q.  That  is  the  exact  middle  of  the  night. 
Q.  What  is  that  going  to  be  ?    (Drawing  a  figure). 
A.  A  Clock. 

Q.  If  I  want  to  make  it  point  out  12  o'clock,  where  will 
the  short  hand  be  ?  _'^' 

A.  At  12. 

Q.  What  are  people  doing  at  midnight? 
A.  Sleeping,  all  asleep. 
He  then  drew  the  figures  below 
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ff\ 


0 


ll. 


Here  are  three  doors  with  their  handles  and  knockers,  and 
here  a  clock  with  the  hand  pointing  to  12.  It  is  therefore 
midnight.  Now  suppose  the  cross  marks  on  the  door  posts  of 
the  second  (called  lintels  in  the  story)  are  red,  (a^  I  have  no 
red  crayons)  they  will  stand  for  the  blood  on  the  post.  And  here 

is ?  -  ^ :' 


A.  A  Basin. 

Q.  What  for? 

A.  To  hold  the  blood, 

Q.  What  was  the  blood  to  be  put  on  with  ? 


A.  A  bunch  of  Hyssop. 

Let  this  stand  for  it  then . 
as  possible  like  a  huckleberry 
pose  you  have  all  seen. 

Q.  He  was  to  dip  it  in  the 

A.  Lamb. 


Q.  That  had  been- 
A.  Killed. 


That  is,  as  nearly 
bush,  which  I  sup- 


blcod  of  a 


? 


Q.  Where  he  was  to  sprinkle  it  on ? 

A.  The  doorposts.  v, 

Q.  What  time?  ;   -  .  '  .     ! 

A.  At  midnight. 

Q.  Which  of  these  three  doors  (pointing  to  the  figure), 
would'nt  the  Lord  go  in  ? 

A.  The  secOiid  one.  .; 

Q.  Why?  ''  ^ 

A.  Because  they  put  something  on  it. 

Q.  Why  did'nt  he  go  in  there?  (pointing  to  the  second 
figure). 

A.  Because  there  was  blood  sprinkled  on  it. 

Now  for  the  Story,     There  was  a  man  had  twelve  sons,  and 


TUE  INFANT  CLASS.  18 

they  had  a  little  brother  whose  name  was ?  (Moses).    No, 

think  again.     (Joseph). 

Q.  Can  you  tell  me  the  name  of  one  of  Joseph's  brothers? 

A.  Reuben  and  Benjamin.  And  they  came  down  away  out 
of  the  country  whore  they  lived  to  a  country  that  begun  its 
name  with  the  letter  "  E."  '.._,'  ^r 

Q.  Can  you  tell  what  that  country  was? 

A.  Egypt. 

Q  Can  you  tell  mc  what  man  was  put  into  a  little  ark  in 
Egypt  when  ho  was  a  child  ?     . 

A.  Moses, 

Q.  Who  put  him  there  ?  .     • 

A.  His  mothor. 

Q.  Why? 

A.  To  save  him. 

Q.  Joseph  went  down  there,  what  for? 

A.  To  get  corn. 

Q.  Why.     Had  he  none  at  home  ? 

A.  No.  Because  there  was  a  famine. 

Q.  Who  can  tell  me  what  a  famine  is  ? 

A.  There  was'nt  any  food  left. 

Q.  There  was  a  King  in  that  land.  His  name  began  with 
"P."     Can  you  tjll  me  what  his  name  was? 

A.  It  was  Pharaoh.  . 

Q,  Well  Pharaoh  would  not  let  this  people  go.  God  said 
to  him,  "let  my  people  go,"*  but  he  would  not.  By  and  by 
the  people  got  so  big — wliat  was  tluix"  number  ? 

A.  Two  millions. 

Q.  Two  millions  of  people.  The  Lord  again  said,  "Lot 
them  go,"  but  Pharaoh  said  he  v/ould  not.  Then  God  said 
"  They  shall  go,  I  am  going  to  let  my  pcopio  go."  Then 
they  left  Egypt  and  8(a:tcd  down,  came  to  the  Sea  which  they 
had  to  cross  over — can  you  tell  me  what  tiea? 

A.  The  Red  Sea. 

Q.  Were  any  afraid? 

A.  No. 

Q.  Yes  they  wore  at  first.    But  when  Moses  went  down  to 
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the  shore  and  held  up  his  rod  the  waters  were  divided,  and 
the  people  went  down  and  the  waters  stood  up  and  down  like 
a  wall  there,  and  God's  people  went  through. 

Q.  Who  came,  after  them  ? 

.    •  ,   III 

A.  The  Egyptians. 

Q.  Yes,  and  their  King  Pharaoh,  and  when  they  got  into 
the  water  it ? 

A.  Drowned  them. 

Q.  Now  let  us  go  back  to  the  lesson.  At  night  these  two 
millions  stood  there  in  front  of  their  houses,  every  man  had 
his  staff  in  his  hand;  and  before  them  what  was  on  the  dish  ? 

A.  A  piece  of  a  little  lamb. 

Q.  That  had  been ? 

A.  Killed. 

Q.  But  hush !  Why  don't  the  people  tremble  as  the  clock 
strikes  one,  two,  three,  four,  and  so  on  up  to  twelve  ? 

A.  Because  God  is  going  to  pass  them. 

Q.  Why  ? 

A.  Because  the  Lord  saw  the  blood  on  the  door. 

Q.  See  how  quiet  they  pass  over  them  all,  because  there 
was  blood  on  the  door.  Then  hark  !  There  comes  a  cry, 
Oh  my  child,  my  child !  wherever  there  is  not  that  blood  on 
the  door.  There  is  death  on  that  door  too— the  death  of  a 
lamb. 

Then  they  came  away  from  Egypt  and  wandered  in  the 
desert.  By  and  by  they  came  up  to  this  land — Canaan  ;  but 
oh  !  how  long  they  were  wandering  in  the  desert  before  they 
got  into  the  land  that  God  promised  them. 

Now  what  do  you  call  this  iittle  bush  ?  A. — Hyssop.  Do 
you  see  that  door  post.  Now  suppose  I  am  an  Israelite.  1 
dip  this  into  the  blood  in  the  dish  and  commence  to  sprinkle 
the  sideposts  of  the  door ;  and  there's  an  Egyptian  watching 
me,  and  he  says,  what  are  you  doing  there  ?  What  are  you 
sprinkling  these  posts  for !  Well  }'ou  are  a  big  fool.  But 
when  the  angel  came  at  night,  then  he  did'nt  thin^c  I  was  a 
big  foof.    Would  you  ?    When  wicked  men  and  Lo>4  hkUi^h 
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at  yon  and  say  "you  are  a  little  saint!"  "  dont  she  think 
herself  very  good!"  dont  you  mind  them,  dont  you  mind 
them.  When  Jesus  comes  and  washes  you  in  His  blood,  the 
laugh  will  bo  on  them.  r      , 

TFIK     MEANINCJ. 

Now,  I  want  to  get  at  the  meaning.  Suppose  I  cut  my 
finger  and  sprinkled  my  blood  on  the  door  post,  would'nt  that 
have  done  ?  . 

A.  No. 

Q.  Why  ? 

A.  Because  God  said  something  different. 

Q.  Suppose  I  took  the  basin  of  lamb's  blood  and  set  it 
behind  the  door,  would  that  do  ? 

A.  No. 

Q,  No.  Because  God  said  it  should  be  sprinkled.  If  T. 
sprinkled  it  on  the  wall,  would  that  do  ? 

A.  No. 

Q.  Because  God  said  it  should  be  sprinkled  on  the  side 
posts.  Suppose  I  got  a  little  calf,  and  sprinkled  its  blood, 
would  that  have  done  ?  - 

.4.  No. 

Q.  Because  God  said  it  was  to  be  a  lamb.  Did  you  ever  aoe 
a  lamb.  What  color  was  it?  how  many  legs  had  it?  wasn't 
he  a  swift  runner  ?  What  is  it  covered  with  ?  What  did  this 
little  lamb  have  to  be? 

A.  Clean. 

Q.  Yes,  clean  and  white.  If  it  had  a  speck  on  it  would  it 
<io? 

A.  No.  '.,.,■ 

^.  Who  is  called  the  Lamb  of  God  ? 

A.  Jesus.  ,    -^  ^ 

Q.  Was  there  ever  such  a  Lamb  as  He  ? 

A.  No. 

Q,  Is  he  gentle  ? 

A.  Yes. 

Q.  Does  he  scold  ?  ^ 
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A.  No. 

Q.  If  he  came  hero  to-night  would  he  ncold? 
A.  No.  .  . 

Now  let  me  tell  you  a  little  story.  A  farmer  had  three 
eons,  who  lived  with  him  on  his  farm.  What  have  they  on  a 
farm  ? 

A.  Com  and  Coivs.  « 

Q.  How  many  sons  did  1  say  ?  • 

A.  Three. 

Q.  Well  he  went  away  on  a  long  journey,  and  he  said  there 
arc  throe  things  my  boys,  1  want  you  to  do.  Be  *ery  indus. 
trious;  don't  you  quarrel;  and  do  all  tlio  good  yon  can.  Re- 
peat the  three  things. 

A.  (Repeated). 

Q.  Well  the  father  went  ofif,  and  hyv  and  bye  one  of  the 
boys  got  lazy.  He  would'nt  work.  And  la:!iness  is  very 
catching;  and  the  others  would'nt  work  because  he  did'nt. 
And  tlicn  they  began  to  quarrel  with  one  another,  and  from 
that  moment  ceased  doing  good  to  anybody,  but  went  oft- 
gunning  and  fishing,  and  spending  the  day  in  idle  sports  and 
amustments. 

One    of  the   neighbours    wrote    to    the    father    and    told 
him  all  about  it.     And  so  on^'  day  thcro  came  a  J.Ator  to  tlie 
post  office  for  thes'j  bad  boy«.     And  wlun  tliey  got  it  one  said 
to  the  other  «' Jim  you  open  it,' ^' lU.b   rou  open  it;  J  dont 
want  to."     Why  did'nt  they  want  to  open  the  letter?     .Just 
bacause  thoy  were  afraid,  and   tli.y  were  afraid  ])ocauso  tliey 
were  wicked.     At  length  th.y  op.nod  it  and  it  began  with 
My  darling  boys,  I  Jiave  hoard  all  about  it,  but  I  love  you 
dearly  still.     You  are  my  boys,  and  oh,  if  your  father  loves 
you  so  much  try  to  be  good  to  each  other."     *^0h  "  said  they 
wh.n  they  threw  down  the  letter,"  whatagood  father!"  So  is  it 
with  our  Heavenly  Father.     He  sent  his  dear  son  Jesus  down 
to  us.  How  cams  he  to  go?    Did  ho  know  he  would  be  killed? 
Yes.      Did  "ho  know  that  he  would  suffer?      Yes      Did   he 
know  they  would  spit  on  him  ?     Yes.     Did  he  know  he  would 
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not  have  any  homo  to  lay  his  head  in  ?    Yes.     Did  he  ever 
have  a  home?     Yes.  in  Heaven. 

Q.  What  kind  of  a  home  ? 

A.  A  nice  home. 

Q.  What  made  him  oome  to  die  for  sinners? 

A.  Because  he  loved  us. 

Q.  Did  he  love  you — each  one — dearly? 

A.  Yes.  _  ■ 

Q.  Did  anybody  ever  die  for  you  ? 

A.  Yes.  -'■■■'      "  ;',.>-  ■  :;  ■ 

Q.  But  no  one  but  Jesus. 

Let  me  tell  you  a  little  bit  of  a  story.  In  Germany,  a  good 
many  years  ago,  the  people  all  gathered  round  for  a  festival, 
and  as  they  were  dancing  the  door  of  the  room  opened,  and 
in  rushed  a  great  mastiff  dog  with  his  mouth  all  foaming. 

Q.  What  kind  of  a  dog  was  that? 

A.  A  mad  dog. 

Q.  Yes,  it  was  a  mad  dog ;  and  there  was  a  man  there  who 
used  to  work  with  a  great  big  hammer  in  his  hand,  hammering 
all  day,  what  kind  of  a  man  was  that? 

A.  A  blacksmith. 

Q.  He  was  a  good  man,  and  he  said  he  would  die  for 
them.  And  he  threw  his  arms  round  the  dog,  taking 
hold  of  him.  Says  he,  "all  of  you  go  away;  remember 
how  I  loved  you  all.  I  lay  down  my  life  for  you."  If  you 
go  into  that  little  town  in  Germany  now,  you  will  find  a 
monument  built  for  him,  and  these  words  written  on  it, 
♦'  This  good  man  laid  down  his  life  for  us."  Oh  Dear  Lord 
Jesus !  how  he  loved  us  to  come  here  and  lay  down  His  life 
lor  us. 

One  word  more,  and  then  the  lesson  to  be  drawn  from  the 
■tory. 

Q.  Whereabouts  is  the  blood  to  be  sprinkled  T 

A.  On  the  doorposts. 

^.  If  I  wanted  to  have  your  affection,  I  would  try  to  gain 

■    •  •  *  - 
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your  love  by  entering  your  heart,  which  is  the  love  door  :  then 
whereabouts  must  this  blood  of  Jesus  bo  sprinkled  ? 

A.  On  our  hearts. 

Q.  Now  that  is  a  pretty  hard  thing  for  a  little  child  to  un- 
derstand. But  when  we  tell  them  that  heart  means  love,  then 
it  is  plain. 

A  gentleman,  a  number  of  years  ago,  said  to  me,  "  Let  me 
show  you  what  I  wrote  in  my  watch — the  sweetest  four  words 
in  the  Bible — wh«n  I  was  twenty  years  younger  than  I  am 
now.  There  are  four  little  words  written  on  it,  ev-er  so  small 
— can  you  read  it?  handing  it  to  me.  Yes  I  could  read  them, 
"  Christ  died  for  me," — the  sweetest  that  can  be  put  together. 
When  we  say,  "  Jesus  shed  his  blood  for  me,"  it  means  that 
He  died  for  me.  Then  if  I  expect  to  get  to  heaven  because 
Jesus  died  for  me,  and  I  take  my  sins  to  Him,  will  He  forgive 
and  pardon  me  ?     • 

A.  Yes. 

Q.  Do  you  think  you  are  old  enough  to  be  a  little  Christian 
child  ? 

A.  Yes. 

Q.  What  is  it  to  love  Jesus  Christ  ? 

A.  To  love  Him  with  my  whole  heart. 

Q.  Now  think,  don't  answer  but  you  think.  If  a  little  girl 
or  boy  becomes  a  christian,  will  they  ever  sin  any  more  ? 

A.  No. 

Q:  Yes,  they  will.     Do  you  think  I  sinned  to-day? 

A,  No.     Dont  know. 

Q.  Then  I  to  have  tell  you  ;  I  know  better  than'  you  do.  I 
don't  like  to  tell  you  right  up  here  (on  the  platform  before  a 
vast  audience)  but  I  did  sin.  Before  I  came  up  the  devil 
wormed  into  my  heart  and  said,  "  Now  if  you  interest  those 
children  very  much,  wont  it  be  very  nice,  and  the  people  will 
say,  Oh,  my,  can't  he  teach  beautifully  I "  My  dear  children  I 
sin  every  day  ;  and  if  you  begin  to-night,  you  will  sin.  But  I'll 
tell  you  what  you  will  do.  You  will  fight  with  Jem*  on  your 
tide ;  little  by  little  you  will  conquer  it.  I  have  known  little 
boys  and  girls  who  loved  Jesus  ;  and  when  they  sinned  or  did 
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something  wrong  they  began  to  cry,  and  say,  I  know  I'll 
novoi  be  a  chriHtian,  inHtcad  of  running  right  back  to  JeBUS 
and  praying  him  not  to  let  thvui  sin  again.  I  want  you 
to  come  and  awk  Christ  to  be  your  Saviour,  and  if  He  will 
help  you  to  hate  sin  and  love  Him.  I  don't  know  whether 
you  can  sing  that  single  line  which  I  set  to  my  children  at 
home  asking  Jesus  to  help  us  to  love  him,  and  then  we  will 
be  drawn  to  him. 

"  Oh  I  must  be  a  lover  of  the  Lord 
Or  I  can't  Ret  to  Heaven  when  I  die." 

(They  sang  after  him.)  Sing  it  once  more  and  let  your 
voice  rise  right  up  and  fill  up  this  high  deling.  (They  sing 
again.)  They  then  sing  it  alone,  and  finally  repeat  it  in  a 
soft  and  low  tone.  If  I  want  to  go  to  Heaven  when  I  die,  I 
must  love  the  Lord.  That  is  better  than  to  be  good.  When 
I  get  the  blood  of  Jesus  on  my  heart,  then  I  can  begin  to  be 
good  ;  but  the  first  thing  I  have  got  to  do  is  to  go  to  Jesus — 
be  a  lover  of  the  Lord  first  and  get  strength  from  him. 

Before  I  stop  let  me  tell  you  what  a  little  girl  did  that 
touched  my  heart.  It  was  a  little  while  ago  when  I  used  to 
be  a  Sunday  school  teacher,  and  they  put  mc  over  a  class. 
My  class  is  now  composed  of  forty  or  fifty  teachers.  I  had 
fourteen  childrer.  One  little  boy  is  now  i)reaching — a  min- 
ister in  the  western  part  of  the  State  of  New  York.  Last  year 
he  wrote  to  me  and  said,  "  Won't  you  come  and  help  me  old 
teacher.  I  have  all  I  can  do."  And  don't  you  think 
I  will?  Yes.  But  I  was  going  to  tell  you  about  a 
little  girl  who  used  to  sit  quietly  in  the  corner  while 
the  little  boys  began  to  show  their  life  by  fighting  and 
sin.  Her  father  used  to  sit  on  a  great  high  bench,  with 
lawyers  all  round.     What  was  he?  ' 

A.  A  judge. 

Q.  Yes,  I  once  saw  a  judge  in  England.  He  had  white 
hair  all  down  to  his  shoulders ;  but  this  man  lived  in  the 
United  States,  and  was  just  like  anyt>ther  man.  Be  did'nt 
loYC  God.  He  never  went  into  a  place  like  this— a  Church — 
never  went  into  a  Sunday  schoolroom,  where  sometimes  they 
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wonid  not  have  Sunday  school,  but  "  what  is  called  a  prayer 
ineoting.".   This  littlo  girl  first  camo  homo  and  said  "  Father." 

Q.  How  rajftiy  littlu  daughters  do  you  think  ho  had  ? 

A.  One. 

Q.  Only  this  one,  and  she  was  about  ten  years  old.  Any 
little  boys' or  girls  here  ten  years  old?  (Four.)  "Father," 
she  said,  "  Well  Tott  "  he  says,  "  what  is  it  ?  "  She  put  her 
little  arms  round  his  neck  and  said,  "  Father  may  I  do  some- 
thing?" "Well,"  he  says,  "you  can  do  anything  you  like." 
Father  do  you  think  I  am  a  littlo  Christian  ?  "  Why,"  says 
he,  "Tott,  what  a  little  fool!  What  in  the  world  are  these 
teachers  putting  in  your  head.'  "  Father,"  she  says,  "  there 
arfe  some  little  girls  in  our  class  going  to  join  the  church.' 
"  Join  the  church  I  Littlo  girls  join  the  church  !  "  said  the 
father.  "  Yes,  papa,  and  I  thought  you  would  let  me  join 
too.'.'  "Papa,"  she  said,  "  If  I  am  a  little  christian  girl  for  a 
whole  year,  will  you  let  me  join  too  1 "  "  Oh,  yes,"  he  laughed. 
Well  she  studied.  She  had  something  on  the  door  posts  of 
the  heart.  And  when  her  father  said  anything,  how  many 
times  do  you  think  he  had  to  speak?  Only  once.  All  her 
words  wore  very  kind ;  and  little  Tott,  Avhen  the  year  comes 
r(mnd  runs  up  to  her  father,  throws  the  little  white  arms 
round  his  neck  and  says,  "  Father  do  you  remember  what  you 
promised  me  sometime  ago."  "  I  can't  recollect,"  he  says. 
"  Well,  you  promised  me  so  and  so  papa.  I've  tried  very 
hard  to  please  Jesus  all  this  year,  but  I  have  not  been  so  good 
as  I  might  have  been.  Will  you  let  me,  please,  join  the 
church  ! "  That  great  man  turned  round  and  never  stopped 
until  he  got  to  his  house,  where  he  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands  and  said,  "  you  might  have  preached  to  me  ten  years 
without  effect,  but  that  littlo  girl  of  mine  converted  me."  He 
«ame  to  the  prayer  meeting  that  night,  and  said,  "  I  want  to 
ind  Christ ;  I  want  to  love  Him,  because  my  little  girl  loves 
Jesus,  and  she  lives  for  Jesus." 

Then  follows  a  child's  prayer  somewhat  similar  to  the  one 
•i  the  beginning  of  the  lesson. 
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